" Make use of them ? ... In the first place, do you imagine that one can do just -what one likes ? This morning, when I came to your place, I said to myself that I was making a mistake. But what was I to do, dirty and all as I was ? It wasn't even as if I had my head properly screwed on."
fe Couldn't you have cleaned yourself up where you were . . . before you left ? "
" No. ... So I had to go and clean myself up wherever I could. That's the curse of it. Every silly thing you do springs from something that you have done before."
** Quite so. But allow me to say/* Quinette observed with a rather fatuous patronising air, " that you seem, to lack a cool head for dealing with affairs like this. Do you remember the rag that I lent you this morning ? I told you to be sure and take it away with you. You left it on my kitchen table."
" What did you do with it ? "
" I burnt it. And what about your handkerchief ? "
The man seemed to be extremely embarrassed.
** I threw it away, I think."
" You think 1   Where did you throw it away ? "
"... Down a sewer."
" You're not quite sure about it ? "
" In cases like this, you can't be sure of anything you do."
" That's just what I'm complaining about."
Quinette thought it over, and sighed.
" And just imagine that you had the luck to stumble on somebody who, though he had nothing whatever to do with it, was in a better position than you were to sum the situation up, to decide what ought to be done or what ought not to be done-not to mention the personal capacity for thinking things over -which you don't find in Tom, Dick, and Harry - yes, indeed, somebody -who might have given you advice, warnings ; who might have put you on your guard ; who might, for all you know, have found the way out for you. . . . But you didn't choose to take advantage of the fact. You didn't trust him. Well, that's your business."
" I didn't trust Tn'n> because I didn't see why I should.